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and dark, and the horses' hard clatter on the roadway was
like the breaking of a sabbath.

Suddenly the sound of distant music crept towards him
through the twilight, first in snatches, wafted by the wind
he faced, then more continently, though still depending
for crescendo and diminuendo on the breeze rather than on
the player's fingers. At last he reached Miss Kingsley's
little cottage, and the wind played no more tricks, for the
music crept through her shutters.

He could not see who was playing, nor did he care; but
for a moment he checked his horses. His musical taste
was unblushingly vile, but he felt the haunting tenderness
of Dvorak's piteous little Humoreske, that flutter of
unwilling laughter, as if some broken heart tried to be
merry, tried to sing, but could not hide its plaintiveness.

The roses smelled strong in the gathering dark, and he
could also smell the wood-fires of the village. Claude's
head drooped towards the sorrel's neck. The music
stopped, and all was silence except for the wind that blew
the night up the street, and paused in the cottage eaves
*to moan.